HOPE ON, HOPE EVER

Hope on, hope ever; though
today be dark,
The sweet sunburst may smile
on thee tomorrow.
—Gerald Massey.

Here’s Another Installment of the Self-Analyzing Reflections of Mary MacLane From Her Latest Book
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All’s

Ends Well

The Story of the Boy and Girl Who Broke Their

ell That

Engagement

By Jane McLean.
IRLS did you know Ihat
“G Elsls had broken ber sao-
n(mlat."

There waa a bew! of derision
from the crowd. Nonsense Tou
must be craxy. Whars on earih did
you sver hear that™

*It's true. You may be sure 1
wouldn't bs talllng it if it wersan'L™

*“How do you know?™
~Her motbher told my mother this

morning.”
The giris all fell to gossipping
What could hawe happened? Ted

and Elsle had been so well sultsd
Why, they had been friends from
ebildhood, and when they had Onally
becama sugaged every one had
thought It the most natural thing i
the world How strange it would
seem not to sea them together, and
to think of Ted Crofis unbampored
stirred more than ope xirl's heart

“Perhaps they've had & quarrel
and It will be patched up In a day of
80, suggestad one of the girls

The first apeaker shook her head
*1 don’t think so.” said, thought-
fully. “It tam't ilke Elaie to break
an sngagemant for no reason ciber
than a quarral”

“What did her mother seem 10
think sbout ™

~I don't knbw. I couldn’t lears
anything definite. I'm telling you
girls all T know about the matter™

The truth of the entire thing had
happened the aveping before on the
varanda of the Howells residence.

As usual, Ted had coms over to
see Elgio and they had seitled them-
selves Op the versndas for a talk
Elgle was not happy She had
noticed that thése talks had taken
the place of other iIntimacies Cthat
engaged couples generaily think in-
dispennable. Ted had certainly
changed, and Elste wondered vague-
Iy what had changed him.

“Ted,” she sald finslly, summoning
up all her courage, “what's the mat-
ter with youl™

Ted started “Why, nothing. El-
s'a~ he had ssid, fushing uncom-
fortably.

Elsle laughed snd ber
balped to reassurs him.

*What makes you think thers la™
ha had parried

*Don't be foollsh Ted  Hawven't
you known me long enough to tell
me the truth. Arsn't we friends™

The boy met her honest eyes with
his own filled with distress

“Don’t, BElale,” he begred: “don'iT™

“Don"t what™ sald the girl light-
1y. "Lat's come Lo the point. Tou'we

laugh

Anecdotes of the Famous |

Misy Ethal Irving tells an amus-
ing story relative o the Yery pe-
culiar views held iz some guarters
concerning the mebers of the the-
atrical profession. Omnce, when on
tour, all the hotels In a town where
she was playing were full, and all
the best lodgings were alse ooou-
pled by farmers and Thelr wives,
owing to itg belng cattle ahow
week,

Eventually shs waas glad to take
ahelter for the pight in the humble
abode of & good lady who eked out
s slender income galnsd through
taking in washing and by letiing
lodgings to all and sundry. The
land'sdy proved to bs a good sort,
however, and on leaving Mise Ir-
ving thanked her cordially for her
kindness and conslderation. Imag-
tne the amused astonishment of the

famous actseas when the good lady,
looking up from her wash-tub, anid,
with heniga condescenslon:

“That's all right my dear. Tm
always good 1o theatricala. for T
never know what my own children
ImAY ocome tn.“‘.

Pools, the famous London tallor,
was making hollday at Brighton,
and one morning, on the pler, he
mat one of his nobla customera.

*Good morning, Mr. Poole” aaid
the pear.

"Good morning, my lord'” replied
the tallor, who then passed on.

“Hiay, Mr, Pocls, I want to show
you this coat™ replisd tha ariste-
erat *It dcesn’t it me at all”

Pools was a man of ready wit Hae
stopped, Jooked carsfully at the
coat, and then, drawing n plece of
chalik from his pocket, said:

“Your lardship is right; ths ceal
wanis 1o ba' taken In hers angd let
out there, and shoriensd heare and

changed snoe you went West ea
that trip, haven't youT™
Ted was sflenl

Ot cemrae you hswve”™ (he gin
west on “Now tall ms wie she
-

Ted spramg up “Elsle,” he ax-
clalmed =why. you'rs s witeh! Hoew
did youn kmow! How cotlld rom
Enow T

“Yeou silly.” she scaffed, “mny one
would know., Tsll me abeumt han
And why didn’t you speak to ==
when you first found eut?™

“Hecauss ] didu't want to De &
=4~ ths boy returnsd words com-
ing tn & torrent mew. =1 knew thal
we were sngagsd and 1 was golag
to ge through with It 1 coulds™t
bear to make yeou unbkappy.”

“You might have known.” tha girl
aald stesdily, “that |f you married
me loving another woman 1 sbould
naver have been happy.”

*] dldn't think of that but I was
going to do the decent thing™

“And you met her out Wesl™

Ted nodded. “Tea, and she's such
a little darling. I just couldn’t
help IL Ol you'rs a peach to take
it like this, Elste, and (o understsnd
so well Of course I might Bave
koown that the fesling betwean us
was mors like that of brother and
slater.™

In the darknesa the girl smiled
bitterly. Did she love Ted like &
brother, or wzs ber hurt just the
hurt pride that any engaged girl
might fesl on hearing for the first
time that anothar is more attractive
to & man than she s herself? For
s long time Eisie had bean gques-
toning herself on just this subject,
and she wag too falr a girl to rea-
som that she herself was hurt us-
less she really was

“Have you said anything to herT"
shs asked softly,

“0f course not™ the boy demled
“While we were engaged! What do
you take me for, Elsle™

“A good friend™ the girl sl
suddenly, steadily, “After all, Ted,
that's all we are. I donm't ges how
we could have drifted into anything
alse. Why, I bave actually seen
your mother give you a spanking,
and you hawvs seen me all ameared
up with jam. Go and tall her, Ted,
and iet's call our engagement off.”

And the girl, with g brave lttls
smile, held eut her ring and slipped
softly away into the shadowa But
even then, Ii= ths hurt of har heart,
the realized that It was a hurt be-
cause of what the giris might think
mather than any lasting unhappl-
Bess

just = bit lengthened therse.” and
at sach “hare” and “thers™ he made
a beavy chalk-mark. “Now, my
lord” he continued, as bs saw 5

corious ¢rowd had gathered round, '
" you will just take that coat up |
to London, marked as It ls, my |
manager will ses that It is altered |
to your satisfaction.”™

His lorfiship 4id mot agaln com-
mit the impertinence of “talking
shop™ to Poole

- - L

Misa Sydney Falrbrother, ths
clevar impersonstor, once had rath.
or & doubtful compliment pald har.
“1 had beex paying visits te the
loeal military hospltal™ recalls
Miss Falrbrother, “and 1 became
quite good friends with a young
Canadian officer, but he salled for
Canada on long sick leave, and I
lost wight of him. One day, a few
monthe later, as I came out of the
stage door, an officer cams up lo
me, and I recognised my friend, who
had returned from Canada,

“"Fou remamber me™ hs mald.
Tm Giager from the bospital’

“'Of coursa” 1 replied. Tou saw
my name on the programme’ For
my make-up as Mah Bubah con-
vearts me into a hag of about ' sev-
anty years and I thought it was a
complete disguise.

"'0h, no, I pever saw the pro-
gramme’ Glrger replied. ‘T recog-
nized you directly you came on the
sloge’

“It was the biggest blow I ever
recalved.”

«» The Unlucky Number.

“Jamea,”™ mald a customsr [ndulg-
antly and wot firmly, “] ordered onas
dossn oysters. Now, In my young
days one dosen comprised precisely
twalve. Why, then have you brought
only alsveaT
« Jamea adjusted his servietts 1o
the required position on his forearm
and bowed elegantly. “Sir,” he sald
caimly and avenily, “our patrons do
not care Lo s't thirtesn at tablel™

For Five Cents a Person

Onion
By Jeanette Hardman,

onien NOoely.
two tablenpoonfuls of

butter in a stawpan; when
hot, put in the oplon and fry It
without brownlng; then ndd a table-
spocnful of chill mauce and cook
sntls*ihe onicn ia tendec. Beat four
eggs in & bowl with a fork untl]
the whites gnd yolks are therough-
iy mized. but they should mot be

HOF one small
Melt

Omelet

pepper.

Put one tablespoonful of butter in
an omelel pan; as scom as It is hot,
pour o the agge stir in the centrs
with & speon until the eggs begin
to sel round the edge; then place
the onlons In the ceatre, fold over
guickly Inte an uval shape in the
form of a crescent, brown lightly,
turn over; then tip it carefully inte
the cantirs of a hot platiar. Garsish
with r.raln) and serve at gnes,

Will serve four parsonas. Averags

faethz; seagim Hhe@m With salt aad | gosy, twaaty cenls

-

By Jean De La Hire
What Has Gone Before.

Fuibert, &

ring the of & greal Bsh in an
aang outang decide 10 try the
t on & N
Oxua had od his own wife, e,
to give birth Lo » male child, but a lttle
wirl was ibart, in & mon-
s Spain, takes from ™
Bligulres ber male Infant borm out of
wediock. The woss mad whes the

Sageiip. The md-

mira! sanounces that the “Usknown' has
German and & Britlah tsttie-

has Fort Chav
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she meets Hictaner. Later Ssvernc comes
to an understanding with Uius and Fuk

Now Go On With the Story.

ULBERT and Oxus had both
gonae to thelr rooms. Molselts
passed out and Beverac [fol-
lowed her. The young girl

walked down the hall with the
intention of golng back to her spart-
ment.

Onee on the stairs, however, she was
seized with a great longing to st
once tore In Aurora’s chalr, and
thers ta dream.

Thereupon she went up the stairs
When she reached the trapdoor she
turned around instinctively. Baverac
was gone

“What a strange man"™ she mur-
mured. “"Why did he look at ms so?
What does he want of me? My
father sald he was to be with us at
table hereafier. It is & nuisance! He
is distasteful to me. 1 don't know
why.”

She preased the
trapdoor opened.

A -moment later Molsetts was re-
clining In Aurcora’s chalr.

A simple whils mantiils coversd
her head.

She was turnsd so that the rays
of the sun would not shine In her
face, and with her eyes fixed upon
the reef whers her young god had
first stood, she dreamed,

Molsette's dreams were those of &
young girl who has just begun to
experience an amotion eomplately un-
like her daughtsrly affection or her
friendahipa

The young girl recalled the books
she had read, and asked heraelf with
smotion if this new sentiment wers
lave,

She was completaly lost In her par-
adise, when a volce, speaking some
undistinguishable words near her,
brought her back rudely to earth.

Bhe gave a little scream, turned her
head and saw the snginear, Severac,
standing but a atep AWAY.

She sat up riraight Iin hes stone
chalr without entirely rising Bhe
aaked, mechanieslly:

*What do you wish, Mansleur™

Sevaras wan visibly disturbed,
pals and very humble

Ian & volea devold of any assurance,
he maswarsd:

*May 1 =it hers, mademolsslle? I
should like to talk with you™

Very much amazed Molsette thought
of refuning to hear him .

Then suddenly a4 Dew
changed har resolve

wpgrhnps he has ssen tha Young
man of the sea’™ she sald to herself.
Despite her Instinctive antipathy for
Bevarae, ahe ferced harself to amils,
though her volce wuu cold and grave
as she replled:

“Tia seated, Monsleur,
te you, although I de mnot know
what you can have lo =ay in ma
which you do not say In my fathar's
pressnce.”

HBaverac sat on the rock facing Mal-
prite, with his back o the sea,

Tie kopt his eyes Intently fixad upon
thons of the young glrl and snid in n
tone whoss smolion did notl prevent
it being concise and citar:
| *madamolsells, 1 will ba brief. For
eight months I have cherlahed the
sentiment in my bosom which haa
foreed me to thls unsollcited move,
and which inapires my wnrds

“f have forced myself Lo hide this
sentiment Perhaps it wounld have
always stayed hidden, had not Hae
tyranny mads me understand that it
was about to be manifast tn spite
of all 1 might do. 8o I made the only
reanive worthy of & man, and I have
come Lo you—"='

Hn halted, avername by his smrotion
Molsatte had passed from aurprise lo
stupefaction Bhe 4id mnot under-
stand, or rathsr, she refuscd o un-
derstand the trend of his grave pre-
amble fhe had becomes ss pale nas
Saveras himself, when ha went on,
without lowering hin ayes

~Nademoiselle, when 1 first saw you,
almost & year ago, life had no inter-
ent for me Existence was realiy a
burdsn, and 1 was mhoat In carvy
out & long standing renolution to do
away with myeelf

“You reconcilad me
more

“jt was your firat deed for ma, but
It was not Lths greatest one

=My heart itaslf was dead, ar rather
it wan desap in the lethargy of insan-

spring and the

thought

I wrill limten

to lifte onre

sibility.
“Yaou slome have awakensd |t—you
have mada it live, palpitatls, sven

suffer—and you have made It hope!
“Do you understand me now® Have
1 said enough for you Lo realize that
1 love youl"
Molsetite shudderad. She was about
perhaps to tell Bim of the

o

HICTANER---““The Man Fish’’

Severac Openly Declares His Love for Mlle. Moisette

“What do you wish, Monsieur?"" she asked.

Clams

MWL-_
How can ho be dead
Who lives immeortal in the
hoarts of men?. -
—Henry W. Longfellow.

As a Hot

Weather Dish

Inexpensive and Nourishing---Try Them and

" Reduce the High Cost of Living

By Loretto C. Lynch.
HE head of & very large pack-
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shells and bave clam fritiprs for
your lunch. Make a batter of & well-
beaten agg, & third of & cup of milk,
sall, pepper, ome aand one-third
mesasuring cupe of Sour and thfes

sifted togeiher. Add the clams
chopped. Fry hy spoonfeis In desp
fat. Drain om soft sad sarve
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spired In her. But carried away by
passion, Severac exclaimed:

“1 Jove youn I love you with all
the youth of a heart newborn to love
and to lifs' I love you with ali the
fire of & man ts whom nothing has
aver seamed too bold! I love you
(3.1 =

“Enough, monsier, enough’ come
manded Molsetts, hiding har face In
her handa

Her cry cut Severac short
and walted.

(Ovarcoma by the smotlons which
this terrible day had brought Into her
virgin heart, Molsetle wepl,

Severac waited, torn asasundar by
bis conflicting impressiona

At last, Molsette's shattersd nerves
became quiated. Ehe rose.

Ter face was caim, her eyes clear,
and unmistaksble, Her whala bear-
ing showed that sha had made a de-
cisfon, and that this declsion would
be dsfinite and Irravocable
Trambling with {ll-conrealrd pas-
ston, Beveras underatosd and liatened
to the wordas which held his fate,

wMonsleur,' wald Malsits, In &
claar volos, ringing with the confi-
denca of tha woman who has made
her cholea, "Monasleur, 1, teo, will be
brief—and frank. You msay you love
me,
ison to doubl It Unfortunataly,
thaugh, 1 do net love you ™

He rose

Listen to me, monaier. Na, I do Not | yesterday, and why am [ so definitely
made YOUr| rafused today?

Ilnrp you It ynu had
avowal yesterday Instead of today 1
| migh have anawered otherwize. 1
| might have mald: “Although 1 have
never felt snylhing but an absolute

ADVICE TO THE
LOVELORN

By BEATRICE FAIRFAX
Don't Run Away.

EAR MISS FAIRFAX:

Recently I met a young man
whom | have learned to love, and
what makes it worse In that |

pee Bim mimost every day In my
piacas of business Thia man s
very nlce to me and that is about

il
Weuld you adviss ma to leave
my place, sc that 1 can forget
about him? A READER
oN'T
tional folly

yield to your own emo-
However this man
attracts you Jyou Are feeling
real love, because that has to be
based om mors than mers physical
sppeal. Tou don't know him, and
it you did you really might find
him stupld and boresome. Don't
run Aaway, but stay and try to de-
velop & mans friendship out of
which Ilegitimate dseper feslinge
MAY ETOW emise all your fool-
jals ldeas about balng In love Look
the thing squarely in the face and
say to yourself, “This man attracts
me stroagly. Well, now 1 mum
it 1 am clever enough to make

not

LY
him lilks me™ If you loss deter-
mine that you must cultivale &

jittle more charm, s0 thai you can
appeal to the peopls you llke, and
" Jittle more polse. »o that you waon't
idealine sny attractive man whe
Lappens to come FOUr WAy,

tnstinctive cepulsion which he lm]lndlrhrauo for you, I may perhaps

love you some day. Let us walt'

“Testarday I might have sald that,
Because yesterday I dif net know.

“Today I knew,

“Today I should be false to us both
If T guve you the lenst hopa Toduy I
can say to you finally:

=<1 do nmot love you, M. Seversc, and
I never can love you'"™

She was allent Severno paled at the
wordsa which, coming from the mouth
of an lonocent young girl wers only
natural, cruel as they would have been
on the part & more experienced
W GITAR.

It seemed to him s If his blood stop-
ped In his velna. While he had not
hoped that his love weould be immedi-
ately returned. ha had hardly expected
such a final “No.™

It was as If he were shot.
foundment did not last long. however
Severac wus & man of foroa He look
hold of himself once more. A thousand
thoughts flashed acroes his braln

His dum-

| lifted up hia head cnce more, looked at
| Molsette and, fxing
1 belleva It, for 1 have no rea- |uypon the calm eyes of the young girl
{he sald, dryly:

“She loves somsona,” he sald to him-
self,” I have a rival. Who? 1 must find
out.”

Goaded on by & new and profound de-
aire. ail powsrful with wvengeance, he

hiz &yes intently

“Why could you have given me hope

What have you seen?
What have you learned In a fow hours
to so enlighten your heart and formu-
late your desireaT

“Monsieur, I'am not obliged
fide my heart’s secreis o you
notl answer you,

“You say you love me. Very well,
then, prove It by keeping sllence here-
after, For my pari, I will forpet to-
day's oonwversatlon, but If it should be
repeated [ shall be obliged to speak to
my father: M. Sevarac, I beg, now, that
you will leave me. The slesta hour is
passed nand my father and uncle muat
be expacting you in the laboralory.™

Eho was silent and she was afraid

Beverac looked at her so rudely that
| aha seomed wiready to see hersell selsed
and taken with him Into the guilfs of
the open sea at thelr feet |

She drow slowly back In Aurora’s |
chalr and opened her mouth to ery out

A gosture from Severuc celmed hear,
howevar. The engineer had had mo
mentarily the impulss to apring upon
the young girl, to ssize her apd to roll
with her from the overhanging cllff
nto the deep sea, but he saw his own
folly and controlled himaelf |

He saw that Molsette was about to |
porean. |

If she did and was hgard, all was
logt for him, So he bowed and raised

18 eon-
I will

twao beseeching hapds. In a broken
voles he pald:

“NMademolaslle, T love you Per
haps your mind Is not aa clearly |
made up as you think it ls. 1 will
walt, I will walt!™

The young girl tried to lmuer.l
but she had not the sirength

Severac had turned. He went to |
ward the trap door and, unfortunats |
iy for Molastta, ahe did not see the |
flerce look of hatred return to his|
face, nor henr the harsh words he ut
tored If she had seen and heard, |
she would have been afrald. She |
would have told her fathar all

When Severan had disappesred, |
Molsetts sank hack into Aurora’s |
chair and, with her elbows on her|
kneer, her head in her hands, she |
abandoned’ hersell completely to the
nervous reactlon which always fn'll
lows uny great crials of passion or of
will

Te Be Costinued Tomerrew.

Mary MacLane Writes of Heaven

The Gifted Writer Says the Word Has ““Sounds of
. Finality as if All the Winds Had Stopped
Blowing Forever.”’ :

Here iz another Imstallment of
axtracts from the book. "I, Mary
MacLane,” by Mary McLane, who
pictures herself in the different
phases of har moods with such In-
differance as to public opinjon:

By Mary MacLane.

This 1 write s & strange thing.

This I write In 30 close to fact,
»0 far from It so close Lo truth, so
far from it.

My ming lives lika a witzh In &
forest, weaving its spells, reveling
in amooth, vivid sdventure.

Every human {riendship 1 form
throws me back more completaly on
mynslf.

I know my own human enchant-
ments, and they never fall me.

it seema some way unliks God Lo
make each person a sometbhing all
of cross-purposs.

My days are an ailent as if T lived

in this dook alonme.

To be one human being means to
be monstrously mixed.

The clearest lights on parsons are
smalls alient, personal facts and
:]!;rnl about them and thelr ways of

-

I am old-fashiomed In many of
my lastes—in all my reading and
writing tastes. Ido not like typewrit.
ers; they make finger-tips callous
in a poor eause. And I do not liks
founlain pens, which some way
peem sultabls cnly for business let-
tera, forgeries, bookkeeping, and
crude, cursory love latters

T like & glass of very hot water
and a dish of preserved damascn
plums on & sultry August day.

1 wear five-and-a-hall A-last
shoes; number tweaty-one soug
whalabone stays, and welgh 124
pounds.

1 love the sound of the clinking
of two eclean, new clay pipes, ons
upon the olther.

The kiss of a lover has an e
tense, comic use; the kiss of &
mother is tender, fostering food;
the kiss of & friead ! vantage: the
kiss of & ehild s cosl cherm of
snowflakes and greamm
leaves

I don't want to get into Bagvem.
1 don’'t know what It is, but the
word has sounds of fGnality, as if
all winds, swest, nervous, patals
ridden winds, had stopped blowing
forever.

Thare's & human affiuviom whith
I fesl from peopls which would
touch, wrap, anclose me in a harsh
vapor—a half-frozan, half-stinging
worldly cloud

Bo It Is finlghed and I have fafled
becauss I am too cowardly and tee
weak and too disbonest to write
eertaln bruised and self-accusing
piaces In my sou! and in my heart
and In my mind which rightly come
in the scopa of this

Meore of thrae unique reflostions
will appear here soon.

Take Your Children Out

By Wm. A. McKeever,
One of the Natien's Avthorities on
Children and Soclological Problems.

“E\'ER!‘ Baturday afternoon
during the BSummer W8
take the children and Eo
to the hills, no matter whag else
happens. We don't stop for main,
but we aimply put on our old
clothes and go saywar.”

This significant siatement Was
made by & busy offiocs man who
was sarning only s falrly good wal-
ary In & big city establiskment
which closed st noon Baturday, 1
was naturally much interssted In
this matter and on Ingulry learnsd
further details llke the following:

There were four children in the
family ranging In age from fve to
slaven, It was the practice of this
group to take a simple lanch and
ride to the end of & cerialn car
line to the suburbs and then walk a
quarter of & mile to a rough timber
meadow whars the natural scenery
was somswhat unspolied Thers
ware tréas and underbrush, with
srassy plots between, and hers and
thers wers stesp bluffe and a shal-
low brook. “Juast to relax and keep
as closs aa poseibls o sature”
was & furthey charscteriptic of this
wise man.

Now, | am aware that thare are
thousands of buay, overworked city

rents who cannot well accord

heir children the sacred right of &
frequant contast with Motbhar Na-

ture. Hut thers ars thousands of
others whe could do so If they
would. snd I'll tell you how

Firat of all, [ should like to pre-
vall upon city parenis o auit drag-
ging thelr children around among

eriwda Thers in too much jostiing
icn-

together, too much pop and
cream conem and candy sucking. too
much echildhood display of fne

city manners—all of
In-

clothes and
whieh I call “mollycodding ™
stsad of this pampering and nerve-
the parentis

wrecking activity, let

trave] far to gat
thely ehildren into God's free out-of-
doors.

A tres to romp under and climb
soma butlerfiles to chase, & [eW
wild flowers to pluck or & shallow
pool to paddis in, with the freedom
of unsollable old ciothss—this, 1
say, Is & place of constructive pos-
sibilities and of postic promise for
the children of any crowdsd city

Some people seem to think that
the Sunday scinol ls & place merely
tor Scripture study and many pray-
ars and a sort of admonlshing the
¢hildren to come into the fold. 1
regard all this as the |east of Its
duties, while 11 (s engaged In the
larger busiress of growing Chris-
tlan characier by means of the spire
itualised practices of Lthe young.

If | were o authority over tha
Bunday school !m your churah, my
dear pastor, ! should have some of
the of my Sock maks sutl a

somplete llat of all the youny whe
might properiy be considered as be-
longing in the apiritual! sons of that
school. and without regard to the
memberahlp. Then I should forma-
iate & plan for taking every one of
thesea childrea on a rough-and-tum-
ble, oid-ciothes, country hike once
every fortnight

No finery Or restricted city ways
would be permitied on thess trips
Thers would be yelling and running
and ciimbiag and digging and wad-
ing snd & simple :uncheon ail to-
gether, but no gigareits gmoking of
vulgarity or other conduct likely to
bearmnirel the character of childhood

Aftsr this country plealcking once
becomaes established as & hably
either by & family or larges group
It becomes sn occasioen of great
charm in the thought of the boys
and girls so favorsd and It fur
nishas them the trus occasien low
oblaining nurture for their huagry
soule

To me the practice of meraly giv-
\ng the chiliren of the city one big
outing per year jooks tso much like
lazy apectagulariam. of some one's
big free advertisemeant At best It
furnt only an exciting shook
for the already overwrough!i nerves
of city children. Why Aot plan to
make the rip more often and regu-
Iariy and thus thréugh a programme
of sound sdecational practies add &
spiritual abundance o QUr caliseme
abipy of to-morrowT




